THE   RIVER   TIGRIS
Arab woman to teach me to swim whenever my
husband could not be there. She could swim like a
fish herself, but had no idea of teaching any one else;
however, before our holidays were over I had mas-
tered the art. She would make me put one hand
on her shoulder and then call out: " Now, kick "—
that was the sum total of her instructions, " kick " !
The river is considered very dangerous for bathing
unless you know it well. Shortly before we were
there last year, an Arab woman had been drowned.
She was a good swimmer, and was swimming in deep
water, when suddenly she called out that she was
drowning, and before any one could go to her rescue
she sank, and was quickly carried down the stream
by the current; when the body was recovered life
was quite extinct. For a few days the women were
too frightened to bathe in that place, thinking that
death was due to something in the water; but when
we arrived a fortnight later they had apparently
quite recovered from their fright, and were bathing
as usual.
Another day we were watching the men playing
in the water, when suddenly a black object appeared
in the distance floating down the stream; it looked
like the head of a baby. As it approached the place
where the men were bathing, one of our servants
swam out to see what it was, and found to his horror
it was the body of a man. He brought it to the
bank, and every one rushed to view the corpse.
Then came the question as to who would bury it;
no one was willing to do this, although the body was
that of an Arab, and all the onlookers were also Arab
villagers. We offered backsheesh to any one who
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